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awe on learning that it was FeysuTs navy, with which, sometimes
in line and sometimes in column (like the gallant soldier who
singly formed square to receive the charge of the enemy), Nejed
was to resist and conquer all the infidel fleets of Bahreyn,
'Oman, and England united, should they madly venture an
attack. This important vessel, squadron, or navy, was in size
equal to an ordinary Newcastle collier, and about as well fitted
for warlike manoeuvres, judging by the exquisite clumsiness of
her build. However " the natives " looked on her with great
dread, and never mentioned her but in an undertone. She was
now getting her masts in, and completing her other fittings.

Barakat and I sat still to gaze, speculating on the difference
between the two sides of Arabia. But our companions, like
true Arabs, thought it high time for " refreshment," and accord-
ingly began their enquiries at the castle gate where the governor
might be, and whether he was to be spoken to. When, behold !
the majesty of Feysul's vicegerent issuing in person from his
palace to visit the new man-of-war. My abolitionist friends will
be gratified to learn that this exalted dignitary is, no less than
he of Hofhoof, a negro, brought up from a curly-headed imp to
a woolly-headed black in Feysul's own palace, and now governor
of the most important harbour owned by Nejed on the Persian
Gulf, and of the town once capital of that fierce dynasty which
levelled the Ca'abah with the dust, and filled Kateef with the
plunder of Yemen and Syria. Farhat, to give him his proper
name, common among those of his complexion, was a fine tall
negro of about fifty years old, good-natured, chatty, hospitable,
and furnished with perhaps a trifle more than the average
amount of negro intellect

Aboo-'Eysa, who had friends and acquaintances everywhere,
and whose kindly manner made him always a special favourite
with negroes high or low, had furnished us with an introductory
letter to Farhat, intended to make matters smooth for our future
route. But as matters went there was little need of caution. The
fortunate coincidence of a strong north wind, just then blowing
down the Gulf, gave a satisfactory reason for not embarking on
board of a Basrah cruiser, while it rendered a voyage to Bahreyn,
our real object, equally specious and easy. Besides Farhat
himself who was a good easy-going sort of man, had hardly
opened Aboo-'Eysa's note, than without more ado he bade us